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I, <^/i//<hn, have a 

lot of mouse friends, but none as 
spooky as my friend CREEPELLA 
VON CACKLEFURlSheis an 
enchanting and MYST68I00S mouse with 
a pet bat named Bitewinq. Creepella lives in a 
CEMETERY, sleeps in a marble sarcophaguS, and drives 
a hearse. By night she is a sp>ecial effects and set 
designer for SCARY FILMS, and by day she’s studying 
to become a journalist! Her father, Boris von 
Cacklefur, runs the funeral home Fabumouse 
Funerals, and the von Cacklefur family owns the 
CREEPy Cacklefur Castle, which sits on top of a 
skull-shaped mountain in MYSTERIOUS VALLEY. 

yilCESf I’m a real ’fraidy 
mouse, but even I think 
’ Creepella and her family are 
fascinating. 

I can’t wait for you to read 
this fa-rnouse-ly funny and 
SPECTACULARLY SPOOKY tale! 

Geronimo Stilton 
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A Shadow in 
THE Night . . . 


It was almost midnight. I was working late in 
my office at The Rodent’s Gazette, the most 
famouse newspaper in New Mouse City. 
Suddenly, I thought I saw the @1300)0^ 
of a bat outside my ^ 
window. ^ 

mmi 

Could it really be a 
bat? I looked out of the 

window. A TOLL 

moon shone brightly in 
the black sky. But I 
didn’t see any bats. 

















Oh, I’m sorry! I forgot to introduce myself. 
My name is Stilton, C7ft//on. I’m 

the editor of The Rodent’s Gazette. I turned 
back to my computer, but I felt strange, as if 
somebody was staring at me. 

I headed to the office kitchen. 

A nice CUP of hot cheddar tea 
was just what I needed to calm 
down. 

A shiver ran down my back, CUpllD^ my 
whiskers. I couldn’t shake that creepy feeling. 
So I turned off the light and headed home. 

As I walked, I had the ODD feeling that 
someone was following me. I walked faster 
and faster. Finally. 1 reached the front door 
of my house. I tfuickfy went inside and 
locked the door behind me. Then 1 breathed 
a sigh of relief. 



I was just putting on my apron when a 
chillv breeze hit my whiskers. The window 
was wide open. mmr « was sure I had 
closed it that morning. As I moved to shut it, 
I thought I heard the rustling of wings 
outside. 

Zoom} Something zipped right past 
me! I felt it brush against my UuhiyK^ry. 
Then something heavy landed right on my 
tail! I let out a bloodcurdling scream: 




A large package wrapped in 
purple paper bounced off of my 
tail and landed on the floor. Then 
a tiny voice yelled in my ear: 


lot ^ou! 

lot ^ou! 



lot ^our 


I recognized that voice. It was Bltewln9, 
Creepella von Cacklefur’s pet bat! 

I rubbed my bruised tail. 

“Open the box! It’s for you!” the purple 
bat screeched. 

I tore off the purple paper and opened the 
box. The first thing I saw was a card shaped 
like a TOWB5TONB! There were two hearts 
on the front of the tombstone, with the 
initials G and B underneath. mmr 

Underneath the tombstone were a computer 
disc and a letter written on purple paper. 



The label on the disc said Meet Me in 
Horrorwood. The letter read: 

To wy 

Tm a MiTw 

(oh ifu! ^isc-O- ^ou ttfus^ jfuTjish U 
ITs a scaftf /oy^ s6>tif/ 
^is To r, ^ou ho// a/so 

y>Ht/ a /olftTs^H^-sha^^^ 
iurtda/joH. JjTtf os* wa/*£ £o^tn*/ ou^ 
H/ho's waffitrt/a/ Cac/C/s’yiat 

Cases', reat/ s£>r^/ 





There’s 

Something 

Wrong... 



“Auntie?" 

Creepella von Cacklefur slowly opened her 
eyes. Someone was on her blanket. 

“Auntie, wake up! We’ve got a prOblfiM!" 

Creepella propped herself up on her pillows 
and Her niece, Shivereen, was 

standing by the bed next to her. She looked 
very worried. 

Kafka, the von Cacklefur family’s pet 
cockroach, slept at the foot of Creepella’s 
bed. He slowly opened his beady eyes. Then 
he wiggled his Antennae to greet Shivereen. 








Crcepella saw the first rays of the sun rising 
in the GLOOMY sky. Cacklefur Castle was 
as quiet as a tomb. 

She felt very sleepy. Last night, a magnificent 
full moon shone in the sky. It had inspired 
her to write an article about WereWofveS 
for The Shivery News. Being published in the 
most famouse newspaper in Mysterious Valley 
was a great achievement. Creepella had 
worked late into the night, and now she didn’t 
feel like waking up. But Shivereen looked 
like she had something import:ant: to say. 

“What’s wrong?" Creepella asked, yawning 
again. 

“There’s something wrong with 
Gorgo!” Shivereen cried. “He’s 
not stinking like he always does. 
His GRFrN sum coloring 
has faded. And he won’t eat!” 







“Miss Creepella, the situation is serious,” 
he said. “Please F^OLLOW H^!” 

They quickly reached the moat, where the 
monster lived. Boneham threw a rusty old 
bicycle into the ITuddcf water. Bicycles were 
one of Gorgo s favorite foods. 

Gorgo let out a lonely cry. He didn’t even 
look at the bicycle. 




“See? He hasn’t eaten anything since 



yesterday,” Boneham said sadly. 


“All he does is cry out 
with heartbreaking 


Ml/l/l/l/l/l/l/W!” 
Creepella shook her 


head, worried. “I’ve never seen him like 
this," she agreed. “Did you try throwing 
him an old, DiSfiUSTiNfi, smelly shoe?” 

Boneham nodded. “I did. He didn’t even 
notice it. It’s still ffoatin^ down there!” 

“This is serious." Creepella said. “What if 
we try a box of delicious nails?” 

“I already did,” the butler replied. “He 
didn’t touch one!” 

Creepella frowned. “This is very serious. 
How about a nice bag of ROTTEN garbage? 
I’m sure he could never resist that!” 


The butler sighed. “No. He wouldn’t even 
taste it!” 

“This is very, very, very serious," Creepella 
said thoughtfully. “There’s only one solution.” 

“You're not thinking —” 

“I am!” Creepella cried. “We need a family 
reunion!” 

The butler turned [pQUIl. “Please think 
this through, Miss Creepella,” he said. 
“Remember the last reunion? It was so 
umr we had to rebuild an entire wing 
of the castle!” 

Creepella’s green eyes sparkled. “That was 
a F^N party! But there won’t be any fun 
this time. We have a very serious problem to 
solve. Gorgo is StCRr 


Family 

Reunion 


The butler ran up the ST^tXHS to the top 
of the tallest tower in Cacklcfur Castle, 
Bltewln^s tower. Grandpa Frankenstein’s 
inventions were piled high in the small 
room. He created them all when he was a 
young mouse learning his trade at the Weird 
Wizard Shop. 

Boneham went into the gloomy room and 
walked over to a large covered 

by a heavy cloth. He pulled the MOLDY 
cloth aside to reveal a strange contraption. 

the CacklePur Lnergc’incy Alarm. 

Everyone in the von Cacklefur family knew 





the HIDEOUS sound it made, and they always 
came running when they heard it. 

Buneham turned the crank, and a 
DE AFEmNG sound echoed 
through all of Mysterious Valley. 










The family members exchanged 
worried and confused glances. 

“Sick? What are his asked 

Madame LaTomb, the family housekeeper. 

“His color is sickly ... it’s not as bright as 
his usual Creepella began. 










e^ee’' 







“Well, it’s delightfully [?QG(3^ outside,” 
said Crcepella’s father, Boris von Cacklefur. 
“It's normal to have pale coloring in this 
weather.” 

“Maybe, but there’s something else,” 
Creepella went on. “He makes a very sad 
noise. It’s an odd ‘M;/|/|/|/|/|/ftP’ that brings 
t£AllS to my eyes.” 

Howler, the were-canary, peeked out of 
Madame LaTomb’s puffy hair. 

“Bah! So much worry about nothing!” the 
man-eating bird chirped. “He’s probably just 
got an upset stomach.” 

“Impossible!” Shivereen told him. “He’s 
eaten ofloafloa since yesterday! ” 

“Good gravy!” exclaimed Chef Stewrat. 
“Not even my stew?” 

Creepella Sflioofc her head. 


The banquet hall got very quiet. Everyone 
was very worried about Gorgo. 

Then a LOUD voice rang out. “Hmm. 
Pale color... a SaJ cry ... no appetite ... 
but of course! The symptoms are clear!” 

The voice belonged to Grandma Crypt. 
She jumped up on her chair. 

1 H'voW vyW’J tt# m*tt#r vvitB G<-r&*r 
Every creature in the hall looked at her — 
even KaFK.a. the pet cockroach, and 
CHDHPERS, the meat-eating plant. 

“It’s just like the main character of the last 
book I read, Without You My Heart Molds, 
written by Billy Squeakspeare," Grandma 
Crypt announced. “Gorgo is in lB’»er 
“Gorgo is in love?" everyone asked at once. 
“In love with whom?” 

Grandma Crypt shrugged. “I have no idea.” 


“Ve do! Me do!” chanted Snip and Snap, 
the troublemaking twins. “If we tell you, can 
we get a second serving of stew cake?” 

Creepella scowled at her nephews. “Cake? 
Gorgo is SfCR and the only thing you can 
think of is cake? You’d better tell us what 
you know right now!” 

Snip took a POSTCARD from Snap's 
pocket and handed it to Creepella. 

“Here, we found it on the bank of the 
moat,” Snip said. 



Identifying Marks: A dark purple 
mole by her mouth 


It appears there may be only one 
other creature of this type in the 
entire world — a male monster. 


Hr. , 


3L088I?VA 


Female moiutar and Horrorwood film actress 


Education; Swamp School of Drama 
Age: a lady never reveals her age! 

Size: Big, but perfect for a slime monster 
Favorite Food: Wilted fkwers 
Favorite Color: Pale pink • ' ^ 

Favorite Perfume: Moldy Violets 


Favorite Book: Heart of mud by Billy Squeakspeare 



“Gorgo really is in love!” Boris von 
Cacklefur exclaimed happily. 

“And she’s a NfiViC STdl?!” added 
Grandpa Frankenstein. 

Madame LaTomb sighed. “It’s so fOItlSllliC. 
As a young girl. I. too. was in love with a 
famouse movie star. Humpltrej) Bograt 
was so handsome!” 

The crabby canary snorted. What 

a waste of time.” 

“Look who’s talking.” Creepella said. 
POIHTINC at Howler’s beak. “Did you forget 
how you fell head over wings for that saucy 
parakeet last year?” 

The canary blushed and dove into the 
thickest part of Madame LaTomb's hair. 

Booey the ghost had a faraway look on his 
see-through face. “One can never forget 


love,” he said. “It’s almost belter than an old 
RUINED castle.” 

“Yes, better than a velvet-covered CASKET,” 
added Boris. 

“Or a great big pot of ten-year-old /TEW,” 
Chef Stewrat said dreamily. 

Creepella turned to Grandpa Frankenstein. 
“What about you. Grandfather?” she asked 
him. “Have you ever been lO'iGsiCiC like 
Gorgo?" 

“Yes, my dear," he replied. “Once, a lovely 
mummv broke my heart. But then I met 
Grandma Crypt, and the rest is history." 

The entire hall filled with deep sighs. 

^ le^Qr V 



Everyone started talking at once. They all 
wanted to help Gorgo win the lO'IC of his 
dreams. 

Grandma Crypt was the family’s best 
expert on love stories and remedies for 
brol(j6n l\6^PtS. “He needs to write her a 
nice love LETTEU," she decided. 

“Gorgo is too shy to write to her,” Boris 
pointed out. He looked right at his daughter. 
“My dear Creepella, can you help him?” 

“#'m on ///” she replied. “I'm going 
straight to my room to write the letter.” 






Creepella sat at her desk, picked up her 
tarantula paperweight, and took out a sheet 
of yellowed paper. Then she chose a pencil 
with a bright \fiol6t tip. Her beetle nibbled 
on the tip until it was nice and 

“Now [ can begin!” she exclaimed. “Hmm. 

How does one address a monster movie 
star?” 

" NO. 

■to A marvelous mass of mud • • "®- 

LWIWMG ACTRESS ..." NO. NO. NO. 

Creepella shook her head. She CfUWpJed 
up the third piece of wasted paper and threw 
it in the cauldron-shaped recycling bin. 

“I've got it!” she shouted, and she began to 
write.... 



;c^» 

y.. r- ^j,rgo 




Bitewing flapped his wings. 

*‘Are7ou(/oneyet‘? 

^Teyou</oneW^ ^ 

{^teyou doneyei- 

he screeched. 

“Yes! I’ve written a monstrously fOlllUlltk 
letter,” Creepella replied. She handed him 
the sheet of paper. “You have to take this to 
Blobbina at Horrorwood Studios!” 

“But the set is SOOOOO far,” the bat 
complained. “It’s a long, tiring flight.” 

Creepella opened a drawer and 
pulledoutaboxofcflCCOlateS- 
Bitewing’s eyes got wide. He 
smacked his lips. 

“Are those chocolate-covered 
^ntS?” he cried. “My favorite!” 

“They’re all yours!” Creepella told him. 


She threw some of the chocolate bugs in 
the air. Bitewing St^oopeO 
quickly catching each one in his mouth. Now 
he had the energy he needed for the long trip. 
He gripped the letter between his 
‘iPSS'lPlS and flew 
out of the window. 

Creepella started to work 
on another newspaper 
article. When she stopped 
to look at the clock, she saw 
that a few hours had passed. 

Bitewing isn’t back yet," 
she said with a frown. “And it’s time for his 
favorite TV show. SO VOW THEftK VOW 
CAA FLY? He never misses that. I must 
find him!” 



A Frightful 
Movie Set 


Creepella jumped into her super-deluxe 
hearse and headed for the film studios in 
Horrorwood. 

The famouse director Sam Shivers was 
directing his new ^OVPOP movie: a 
terrifying monster story starring Blobbina. 
The gossip columns were already saying 
that her role in Shrieks and Monsters could 
win Blobbina a msmam award for 



in a Horror Film. 





“Bitewing!” Creepella called out. Then she 
TOUttereJ to herself, “Where could he have 
gone?” 

Rodents of all shapes and cobrs were 
scurrying around the set. Actors practiced 
their lines. Mervous technicians moved 
lights and wires. Costume makers HURRIED 
by with armloads of material. Stagehands 
carried props from place to place. 

Suddenly, Creepella heard a deep voice 
behind her. 

“Your eyes are as as 

swamp pearls.” 

Creepella turned, but she couldn't tell 
which mouse had spoken. Even so, she batted 
her lashes. 

“Thank you,” she replied sweetly. “It must 
be my SikUlMf ^nade of ground beetle 
shell.” 







"Your hair is as as swamp snakes,’ 

the mysterious rodent continued. 


Creepella giggled. “It must be my shampoo: 


She moved toward a huge panel on the set. 
The voice sounded like it was coming from 
there. 



the full moon!” the rodent exclaimed 

Creepella stopped. “Wait. My fur isn’t 
blond!” 

She peeked behind the panel and saw that 
her admirer was actually an actor, practicing 
his DDEIBB for a romantic scene. He 
looked at her, confused. 

"May I help you?” he asked. 

“Ah nr».,. I mean, yes!” she said. “Have 



you seen a little purple BAT 
around here?” 


The actor nodded. “I think I saw one in the 
special effects warehouse next door.” 

She went to the warehouse and walked 
inside. It was completely 

“Crusty cobwebs! I can’t see a thing!" 
Creepella complained. “I’ll just turn on this 
light switch.” 

CrccpcIIa found a lot of things in the 
warehouse: 


aQCQQSU c 



a pair of werewolf 

gloves. 



.of razor-sharp 


canine teeth, 


and a wild cat mask with 
whiskers. 




‘rk- 


But she couldn’t find Bitewing! 

“I know what to do,” she said. She took a 
little jar of mosquito jam from her pocket 
and held it in front of her. ^ 

little bat of nijf (ligMmaf** ' jj 
^ ** 'iiHei-ffarsjorf!' 

she called out. V 


Soon she heard a fluttering of wings and 
Bitewing’s cry. 




“Finally! There you are.” Creepella 
exclaimed. “Did you deliver the letter?” 

Bitewing slurped down his delicious snack. 
“Yum. yum. yum,” he said happily. “Well... 
I've been fjyJDg all over the place, but I 
can’t find Blobbina. Nobody seems to know 
where she is! ” 

“Hmm,” Creepella said thoughtfully. “It 
seems I have a new MYSTfl^Y on my paws." 
She briskly walked out of the warehouse. 
“Follow me," she told Bitewing. “Maybe the 
director can give us a R !” 


A Monstrous 
Leading Lady 


They found Sam Shivers inside his trailer, 
drinking a glass of jUiOB. He was 

staring sadiy at a poster of Blobbina on the 
wall. 

Creepella stuck her head through the open 
doorway. “May I come in?” 

Shivers didn’t answer. Instead, he sighed 
and wiped a tcai? from his furry cheek with 
his handkerchief. 

Bitewing flew into the trailer and ctrcUJ 
the director’s head.“fV/fo/’s wrong? What’s 
wrong? What’s wrong?” 




Sam Shivers liOUDLV blew his nose into 
his handkerchief. 

Creepella stepped inside. “Mr. Shivers, 
we’re looking for Blobbina.” 

At the mention of the monster’s name, 
Shivers burst out He buried his 

face on his desk. 



My directing career is over, done for, ruined! “ 

Then, very slowly and dramatically, he 
lifted his head and placed a paw on his 
forehead. 

“I’ll have to go work in my aunt’s 
•orkhworm beauty salon!” he exclaimed. 

Creepella did not like whiners. “Get ahold 


of yourself! ” she said sternly. “I’m sure things 
aren’t as nmBU as that. Tell me what 
happened." 

The director sniffed noisily. “It’s about 
my leading lady," he began. 
“She’s .,. she’s ... she’s ,.." 

“She’s what?” Creepella and Bitewing 



Shivers shouted. Then he started to sob 
again. 

Creepella raised her left eyebrow. “I knew 
there was a mystery to solve." she said. 
“Luckily. I know just who can help us.” 

She took a stash of QtDBDfilBBB 
BQQBB out of her pocket. 




“Let’s see now. 
here’s one.” She i 
read the card. 

“Plumber russ t. sink? 


^00 


No, that’s not it.” 

She looked at 
another card. 

“Mi:i)IEVAL 
VAVAiiUUl 
DELIVIUKY? 

No, that’s not it, 
either!” 


She read 
a third card. 

“Dr. Measles? 

Probably not. He 
doesn’t know 
a thing about 
monsters.” 








The director stared at Creepella. How 



could one mouse have so many business 
cards? . 

I've got it!” Creepella finally 
shrieked. “Here it is.” She waved the card 
under the director’s snout. \ 


“Who is Mr. M.?” asked Sam Shivers. He 
sounded a little 5'J5pi^iO'J5. 

Bitewing flapped his wings furiously. 
“What do you mean, ‘who is he?’ He’s the 




most famouse ex pert on monsters in 
Mysterious Valley! BIG monsters, 
monsters, SHeaij monsters, SCftFY 
monsters, monsters, 5UWY 

monsters — he knows them all!” 

“He'll know how to help us," Creepella 
added. She quickly > a message 

and gave it to Bitewing. 

“Take this to Mr. M.!” she cried. 


Mr. M. 

Monster E)(PERr 


It Is said that he was born on the Frozen Peak at the 
edge of Mysterious Valley. As a child, he played with 
the White Yeti of the Caves. This led to his lifelong 
love of monsters. In college he received a degree 
in Advanced Monstrology. He went on to write the 
Encyclopedia of Monsters and founded a group to 
save headless monsters from extinction. He retired 
from public life ten years ago. 

P.S. No one has ever seen his face! 




A Dinner 

Invitation 

FOR Billy 

_- 



While Creepella searched for Blobbina, Billy 
Squeakspeare, the famouse AUTIIOR, was 
trying to take a nap in his bedroom 
at Squeakspeare Mansion. When he 
inherited the mansion, Billy learned 
he had to sleep during the day 
because the place was infested 

with QB (3K10S*i?S. 

Every night at the stroke 
of midnight, the ghosts 
would start cleaning the 
house. This woke Billy 
up every time, and 
he could never get 





back to sleep. But napping during the day 
wasn’t always easy, either. For instance, today 
someone kept ringing and ringing the door¬ 
bell. Billy reluctantly himself out 

of bed. A loud voice was calling out from 
behind the door. 

«t;(fr«S5 Ijttjr fcr/i(r. 

“Wh-who is it?” Billy asked in a sleepy 
voice. He still had his Ri^btca)) on his head. 

“I'm the messenger from Rattenbaum 
Mansion,” the visitor replied. “I’m looking 
for the famouse Mr. Billy Squeakspeare!" 

Billy opened the door and found himself 
facing a 0 1 .Z E rodent wearing 

a strange costume. A tall white wig was 
perched on his head. His red uniform was 
trimmed in gold, but it was covered in 
patches, and were flying out of it. 


“Are you the famouse Mr. Billy —” began 
the messenger. 

Billy cut' him short, “Yes, yes, that’s me, 
but —” 

Before he could finish the sentence, the 
rodent gave him an old, YE’LLOVE'D 
envelope. Then he strutted away with his 
snout up in the air. 

Puzzled, Billy turned the envelope in his 
hand. His great-great-great-uncle William, 





the thirteenth QCQQOT in the mansion, 
appeared next to him. 

“Nephew, is that envelope for me?” he 
asked. 

“Actually, it’s for me. from the Rattin- 
bottoms... or maybe the Rottendams... or 
the Rittanbams ..." Billy replied. 

William looked excited. “Do you mean the 
Rattenbaums? They’re on my WEDDINC 
list!” 

“W-wedding?” Billy stammered. He was 
a very NERVOMI mouse. “Who’s getting 
married?" 

“You, of course!” William said in his 
booming voice. “1 jotted down the names of 
all the single female rodents in Mysterious 
Valley. There are three in the Rattenbaum 
household!” 

Billy looked TERRIJJED. “Wh-what are you 


« < 


talking about? I'm too young to get married!” 

“‘Young’? You’ve already got C 0BWEB6 on 
your face," said his great-great-great-uncle. 
“Now hurry up and open the envelope!" 
With a sigh, Billy pulled out the letter. 
“You know. I’ve heard that the Rattenbaum 
triplets are really defightfuf," William 



To tUt JamouseMr. •Biffy ^quea^sjxare, 


‘liV arc Hajif^ to (cam tftat a famouse auttwr 
fi^eyourx^ das sctifa{ in gfoomeria. Since 
/rodadly dave notfjwuf anyone to sociafize witd 
in tdis daJ-mnnen’idcityyou adsofute^ must 
come join us at tde my efe^ant an/s<y>disticate/ 
‘Rattendaum Mansion for /inner tdis \’ery evening. 
•llV sincere^ doyeyou wildaccyt tdis invitation 
I (in fact. Hr yvi/not tade no for an anstver). 

Our ivdisders are twitedin^ in anticipation ^ 
your visit. 

Tde Most 9%odfe 'Rattendaum Jamify 











assured him. He slapped Billy on the back, 
but his ghostly paw went right through him. 
“It would make me so happy if you would 
settle down and MARRY a nice rodent. That 
way, you'll give me a little nephew who will 
grow up in this mansion." 

Billy had no choice. There was no use 
RRClilNC — his uncle would hound him 
about it for DdYS! So he put on his BEST 
suit and tie and got ready to meet the triplets. 



'ft 

^ Vo-* vy**" 




Oo 


^ Filthy Rich or 
Just Pretending? 


Billy rang the of the Rattenbaum 

Mansion. He expected to hear the sound of 
musical chimes. Instead, he heard an 
earsplitting clattering sound, like a bunch of 
pots and pans banging together. 


✓ bans \ 


Billy jumped back and screamed loudly. ^ 
Then he realized it was just the bell. 

he looked around, hoping 




nobody had seen him acting like a scaredy- 
mouse. 

The outside of the mansion was dark. 
SIL3IST. and empty. A few scraggly trees 
covered in GREEN mold stuck up here and 
there. THORNY bushes wrapped around the 
tree trunks. The decorative columns on top 
of the mansion s towers looked like they were 
going to COiiap^e at any moment. Loose 
window shutters banged back and forth in 
the wind. 

“I must have the wrong address,” Billy 
muttered. “This house looks like its been 
cfe-'CtW for years!” 

He was about to leave when he heard an 
eerie creak and the door slowly opened. Then 
a gray reached through the 

doorway, grabbed him by the collar, and 
dragged him inside. 










IRATTENEAUM 

Mansion} 

17 Twilight Way 
Gloomeria. Mysterious Valley 

All original documenu have been 
lost, but tradition tells us that 
the construction of this mansion 
began in 1313. The great Rattonzio 
Rattenbaum demanded a dwelling 
worthy of the strength and power 
of the Rattenbaum name. Over 
the years, Rattonzio's descendants 
have worked constantly to keep 
the mansion in its original glory. 
To date, there have been 217 
refurbishments, 513 redesigns, 778 
renovations, 471 reconstructions. 
228 upgrades. 1,213 reductions, 
and 215 adjustments. 

Lately, however, the present 
members of the Rattenbaum family 
decided to stop all renovations. 
Officially, they did this to preserve 
the history of the mansion. 
Unofficially, they did it because 
they ran out of money. 

We do not suggest visiting the 
mansion because of the high 
possibility of falling ceilings, walls, 
and columns. 



“Hurry up! Get in! You’re letting in the 
COLD- snapped the gray-furred rodent. 
Do you know how much heating costs these 
days?" 

Billy found himself in a chllt^ and 
t dark entrance hall, snout-to-snout with a 
bizarre-looking rodent. He wore a black 
suit that had once been ELEOAHT, but 
was now covered with patches. A 
^ squashed top hat sat on his head. 
“Good day, Master Bobby." the 
rodent said. to our 

superluxurious mansion!" 

“Actually, my name is Billy,” the author 
^corrected him. 

The gray rodent ignored him. “I am 
' Shamley Rattenbaum, lord of the 
mansion! And these are my wonderful, 
marvelous, enchanting granddaughters.” 


Three rodents in evening gowns emerged 
from the shadows. 


“Hi, Im Tilly!” 

“Hi, I’m Mlllyi" 

“Hi, I’m Lilly!” 

Billy cleared his throat and politely 
introduced himself. 

“Ahem. Pleased to meet you. I am — ” 

Tilly interrupted him. “We know who you 
are!" 

“Of course we do!” added Milly. 

“We know about you!” 

said Lilly. 

Lilly/ 



“Of course, you know my granddaughters 
are HlGH-SOClETY rodents,” Shamley 
bragged. “In fact, they couldn’t be any more 
HIGH SOCIETY than they are now.” 

Then he leaned toward Billy. They were so 
close their whiskers were touching. 

“How about you?” he asked. “Are you a 
DUKE? Maybe a COUNT?” 

Billy didn’t know what to say. The Ratten- 
baums seemed to be obsessed with royalty! 

“Let me guess.” said Shamley. “You’re a 
pp| AC€, right? I can tell just by looking at you!” 

“Yes! I see it in your fur!” 

exclaimed Tilly. 

“Yes! I see it in your 
whiskers!” added Milly. 

“Yes! I see it in your ^X^RIMKLY 
clothes!” concluded Lilly. 

Shamley grabbed Billy by the collar again. 


“Let’s go! We can find your history upstairs.” 

The rodent pulled Billy down the dismal 
HftLL. Dingy paintings of 3*’?^Ky-looking 
rodents covered the walls. 

“Here are the paintings of all of our 
HIGH-SOCTETY ancestors.” Shamley said 
proudly. “We are the OLDEST family in the 
Valley. It’s all in the Book.” 

^The B-Book?” Billy stammered. 

me and you’ll see for 
yourself!” said Shamley 
^ith a gleam in his 
eyes. 




Shamley stopped in front of a massive 
wooden door with a great big padlock on 
the knob. He searched his pockets and took 
out a key. Then he fiddled with the lock 
until the door opened. 

Behind that door was another door secured 
with a CMatH and another lock. Fie opened 
that door to reveal a third small door with 
thirteen QQQISI OJBDDB. Fie opened the 
locks one by one. Finally, he pulled open the 
door and Billy saw a room behind it. 

“Come!” he told Billy. “Ft’s time to consult 
the Book!” 

The timid mouse cautiously followed 




Shamley inside. The large room was filled 
with dusty objects that looked like they’d 
been around since the dawn of time. But the 
biggest item in the room was a truly 
ENORMOUSe book propped up on a stand. 

Shamley climbed up a tall ladder, fixed his 
£:y£CLASS£S on the tip of his snout, 
and began to turn the huge pages. 

“Let’s see ... Squeakino ... Squeaksley ... 
Squeakstail.,. Hmm. I can’t seem to find 
you,” he said. 

Billy was puzzled. “What are you LOOKING 
for?” 

“Your name, of course!” Shamley replied. 
“The Book has the names of all of the royal 
and high-society rodents in Mysterious Valley. 
It also has a family tree for each name. Every 
lord, lady, count, countess, duke, duchess, 
prince, and princess is in here.” 












“Why should my name be here?” Billy 
asked. 

“It’s obvious! Because you’re a M©BLE. 
Otherwise, how could I let you marry one of 
my VERT nODLC granddaughters?” 

“What? ‘Marry’?” Billy cried. “Bouncing 
bookmarks !/OOif'ri¥/un’ ro 0€TMMRieof“ 

Shamley pretended not to hear him. “Does 
your name have a in it, by any chance?” 

“Of course not!" Billy said. 

“A^ ?" Shamley asked. 

“Not that, either.” 

“How about a double Shamley tried. 

Billy sighed. “Not that, either!" 

“Hmm. Let me take another look.” Shamley 
told him. 

No matter how hard he tried, Shamley 
could not find Billy’s name in the Book. But 
that didn’t bother him. He took a ptAcil 


from his pocket. “I can just make a little 
addition here,” he muttered to himself. He 
wrote a name in the Book. 


“Look! I found proof!" Shamley cried. 
“You’re a noble! High society from the tip of 
your noble nose to the end of your noble tail.” 

He JUMPSP down from 
the ladder and hugged Billy. 

Billy tried to get out of 
Shamley s grasp. 

“It’s always a pleasure to 
greet a B-Q-Q-B-Q like 
you,” Shamley added. 

Once again, Billy was puzzled. 
Why was Shamley spelling out 
words? 



His host explained. “And by 
I mean Qive Qs Qxcellent Support D<Jday.’’ 
Shamley cleared his throat. “As you can see, 
the magnificent design of this mansion is in 
need of some REPAIR." 

"Some repair?" Billy asked. “This place is 
a DISASTER area!" Right above his head, 
a tile was about to fall from the ceiling. 

At that moment, a nasal voice ECHOED 
. . , CCHOCD 

throughout the mansion. tciioto 

“The butler is happy to announce that 
DINNER. is being served!” 


The Invisible 
Dinner 


The &NTI1IE Rattcnbaum family was seated 
around the rickety table in the dining room. 

Lady Fifi, the triplets’ grandmother, wore a 
dress that was the height of fashion — fifty 
years ago. Now it was covered in P3tcMCS. 
She walked over to Billy and held out her 
paw for a kiss. 

“En-enchanted, my lady.” Billy said, giving 
a bow. 

“Finally!” she exclaimed. “It’s been years 
since we’ve had a GENTLEMOUSE as 
a guest. Tonight, we are serving a very 
SrCCXAL dinner in your honor.” 




Shamley nudged one of his granddaughters. 
“Milly, bring us the menu!” 

“Grandfather. I’m Tilly!” she protested. 
“Sorry, my little cAejUMufir her grandfather 
said sweetly. “You are all so much alike.” 

Tilly handed Billy a TATTERED menu. “Here 
it is. It’s the latest fashion in high society: 
DCJKJDSOBDJj dinner!” 






VERY Light crackers 
cheese bail made of Air 

COUHc^ 

Filet of rare fish 
















The butler began to serve dinner. Billy 
noticed he was also the messenger from 
earlier that day. There was GCIGWC3DDGQ on 
his serving tray, and the dishes remained 
SCm31?i 7^7- But the Rattcnbaums were 
excited about every serving, 

“Hew elelicieus!” the rodents exclaimed 
each time, 

“Dear Shamley, please pour me some 
more of that juice.” said Lady Fifi, “It’s so 
refreshing,” 

Shamley lifted the empty pitcher and 
pretended to pour something into his wife’s 
glass. Billy was ^TONNEO. Who ever heard 
of an invisible dinner? But most of all, he 
was hungry! 

fust then, his cell phone rang. 

Riiiiiimg 











Billy was glad to have an excuse to leave 
the table. He quickly made his escape to 
another room. 

Hello, ^Hly Wllly? asked the voice at 
the other end. 

“Creepella? Is that you?" Billy asked. 
“Of course it’s me!” she replied. 
“Are you home? How are the tIS 

QKlQSra?- 

“No. actually I’m ...” 

Creepella interrupted him. “It 
doesn’t matter. I’m on a case and I 
need your help.” 

“A c-case?” Billy asked. 

“Right!” she answered. “This case 
is very MVSTfRIOirS. I asked the advice 
of a monster expert... but there’s no time 


to talk. Meet me in front of Horrorwood 
Studios at the stroke of niHjS’Qbl'!” 


“Th-the stroke of midnight?” That idea 
spooked Billy. But Creepella had already 
hung up. 

The triplets caught up to him, 

mmmisimmhnn. 

“Bobby —” Tilly began. 

“— who —” Milly continued 
“—was that?” Lilly finished. 

“That was my friend Creepella 
von Cacklefur,” Billy replied. “Do you know 
her?” 

The triplets began to soe hysterically. 
“Wh-what’s wrong?” Billy asked. 

“Don’t mention that FLIRT!” Tilly said 
with a sigh. 

"She’s so UNPLEASANT!” Milly said with a 



sniff. 

“And such a 9W0V*0FF!” Lilly said with a 
sob. 


Lady Fifi approached them. “Did I hear 
correctly, Count Bobby? Are you leaving us?” 

Billy nodded. “Actually, I have another 
appointment. I have to go to the (IT^OVES 

STWIDEOS.” 

“Then 1 hope you will bring the girls with 
you,” said Lady Fifi. 

■V^ the triplets cried happily. 

Billy gave up. He left the mansion with the 
three girls. They made a quick stop at his 
house so he could change his clothes. Then 
they headed toward 




A Mysterious 
Midnight Meeting 



"Shrieks and Monsters, scene sixteen, take 
one!” Sam Shivers yelled. “Action?” 

The director had decided to shoot a scene 
without Blobbina in it. He was hoping the 
star of his film would appear before long. If 
not. his movie would be Kill NED! 

Billy entered the studio with the Rattenbaum 
triplets. The girls ran to Shivers, bubbling 
over with excitement. 

“V# W^rvt — ” Tilly began. 

“— t» k* —” Milly continued. 

“— In. jjour m"Vl«r Lilly finished. 

The director raised an eyebrow. 





“Hmm,’’ he said. “I might have a small part 
for you as rdS.” 

The girls squealed with delight. “Were 
going to be actors!” 

“I want a TftiliLSft all to myself,” said Tilly. 

“Adressing room for me." said Milly. 

“A team of M3K8I1P SPtiStS just for me,” 
added Lilly. 

lust then, the studio clock began to toll 
midnight. Billy left the triplets with Sam 
Shivers and went to find Crecpella. 




.V. 


“Billy-Willy!" Creepella called out to him. 
“There you are. We must start the 
INVESTIGATION right away.” 

“What's going on?” Billy asked. “Why are 
we here so late?” 

“Gorgo, our moat monster, is lO'TC 
with Blobbina, Horrorwood’s greatest star,” 
Creepella explained quickly. “But she 
And our monster expert—” 

“M-monster expert?" Billy stammered. 

“That’s right," Creepella said, “Mr. M. is 
the greatest MONSTFR expert in Mysterious 
Valley. He told me to be here exactly at 
He sent me a note." 






“What does this have to do with me?” Billy 
asked. 

“I need a partner on this case.” Creepella 
explained. “Let’s yo?” 

The whole plan .scared Billy. “Wh-where?” 
Then he heard the gloomy sound of a 
funeral march, Creepella’s cell phone was 

nngwg. 

“It's a n^essage from Mr. M.!” 



SECOND CLUE: 
NIGHTMARE PARK ... 
MR.M. 


“Wh-what’s Nightmare Park?” Billy asked 
nervously. 

“It’s a place!” Creepella 

replied. “It’s an old atil©u * f 
on the eastern wing of the studios. Nobody 
ever goes there anymore." 

“So why should we go there?” Billy asked. 

“To solve this W^YSTfRyf” she answered. 
She grabbed his arm and began to drag him 
toward the park. 




^ Watch Where 
Y You Put 
Your Paws! 



east wing of Horrorwood Studios. They soon 
found themselves facing the huge walls of 

<NiGHTMARE PARK> They pushed open 
the massive doors, which closed 

behind them with a loud clang. 

They looked around and saw they were in 



forked in several directions. 

Billy scratched his head. “Which way do 


we go now?” he asked as he LiAHiD against 
the 










The tree crashed to the ground. Billy 
grabbed helplessly at the empty air, but then 
he, too, fell with a thud. 

“Billy, you’re so clumsy!” Creepella 
scolded. “You toppled a 00013!” 

Billy stood up, dazed. “Prop?” 

“These aren’t real 
trees,” she said. “They’re 
panels!” 

“^0\3^ClArO 

bookmarks!” Billy 
exclaimed. He looked 
behind another tree, it 
was completely flat! “Is 
the entire forest f«k8?” 
“The Dark Forest was one 
of the biggest attractions in 
Nightmare Park,” Creepella 
explained. Then she pointed. 




“And down there is th e l^lac k Lake! See? 
The water is as black as 

She inched closer to him. “They filmed the 
blockbuster Tentacles, Tentacles in that lake." 

Frightened, Billy took a step backward. He 
tripped and his paw hit a hidden 

between the rocks. The water in the lake 
began to boil and bubble. From the center of 
the lake, a TVW1M6U wriggled 

out like a giant snake. It slithered toward 
Billy and grabbed him by the ankle. 

Billy cried. The monstrous tentacle dangled 
him NMOQ BQISdR over the lake and shook 
him to and fro. He opened his mouth to 
scream again, but he froze when he found 
himself staringat two large, EVIL-LOOKINC 
green eyes. 








“Billy, please don’t waste time playing with 

octopus- 

Creepella scolded. “We’ve got a mystery to 
solve!" 

aj^eee! " 

Billy screamed. 

Creepella chuckled. “I’ll turn it off,” she 
said. She walked around the lake to the 
panel that controlled the robot octopus. She 
pressed the first button she saw. The octopus’s 
tentacles began to wave faster and faster! 
“I’m getting seasick!” Billy cried. 
“Whoops! I’ll try this one,” Creepella said, 
pressing another 

The octopus stopped for a moment. Then 
it started to tickle Billy with the tips of its 
tentacles. Billy couldn’t stop laughing. 


•^a ha ha/ Hee h&e /.eg/ Ho 

Creepella placed her hands on her hips. 
“This is nothing to laugh about. Billy! We re 
wasting precious time!” 

She impatiently pressed the third 
on the panel. The octopus finally stopped 
moving and let go of Billy. 

V Splasbi " 

Billy swam back to the shore as fast as his 
arms could get him there. 

“Why, oh why. didn’t I stay home?” he 
wailed. 




Creepella stomped away from the lake. “I 
can’t always wait for you, Billy!” she called 
behind her. 

“Wait!” he shouted, wringing out his 
SOGGY clothes. “Don’t leave me here 
alone!” 

He tried to catch up to her. but he tripped 
on something and landed once again with 
his snout in the 

“Let’s try that trail.” Creepella said, 
pointing to a narrow GRAVEL path. “What do 
you think, Billy? Billy? Where did you go?” 




Billy replied through a mouthful of grass. 

“I can’t believe it! You fell again?” Creepella 
asked. 

“Yes. but... p( f f t? ” Billy spit out a clover. 
“I tripped on a mt^^^yingglass. People will 
leave anything lying around, won’t they?” 

“Let me see that!” Creepella bent down. 
“There’s a flit from Mr. M. here!” 



'“1 ^ Creepella grabbed the 

magnifying glass. She walked 
^ / down the f3adA>, carefully examining the 

ground before she took each step. Soon she 
saw a pink StSit) on the gravel. 

I “That looks like pink siimR!" 

I exclaimed. “Let’s keep following it.” 

Billy kept pace behind her. After a few 
• more steps they saw a row of pink tentacle 

0 R0N 0 S that veered off of the path. 

“Those must be Blobbina’s 
• tracks! “remarked Creepella, 


1 




pleased with the discovery. 

They followed the tracks down a 
new path. Billy saw nothing but 
darkness ahead. Then he made out 
the shadow of a CiLOOhAY castle. 

A feeWe Hqht shone from the 
castle’s highest tower. 

“L-let’s go home.” Billy 
said, his teeth chattering 
from fright. 

But Creepella was already 


running ahead. 







She stopped in front of a large drawbridge 
that looked very unsteady. The moat below 
was so deep and murky that she couldn’t 
see the bottom. Here and there, yellow 
SLANTED EYES peeked out of the 
dark water. Then the sound of chomping 
‘iPSQ'iPCi filled the night air. 

Billy caught up to her. “Wh-what is that?” 
he asked. 

“CPCC6<|ff€^, I think,” Creepella replied 
calmly. She crossed the bridge, and Billy 
followed her. his tail tvitchiflg with fear. 

They entered the castle. The only light 
inside came from the full moon shining 
through the windows. 

“I saw a light up in the tower,” Creepella 
said. “Let’s go there!” 

A long and narrow staircase led to the top. 


Creepella took the steps two at a time. Billy 
to keep up with her, breathing 
heavily. Through the small windows in the 
tower wall he could see the forest down 
below. 

“L-looks like were going up very high," he 
said nervously. “I think we should s-stop here." 

“You aren’t afraid of HEIGHTS. are you, 
Billy-Willy?” Creepella asked. “Wait until I 
take you to the top of Bitewing’s tower in 
Cacklefur Castle. The view there will take 
your breath away! ” 

“Actually ... puff ... pant ... I’m already 
out of breath!” Billy pointed out. 

They B ... and ... and 

EilJ!54)l3[i§/. Finally, they reached the room 
in the top of the tower. It was a small room 
with stone walls. 


“Wh-whats that in the middle of the 
room?” Billy asked. “It looks like a casket!” 

“In fact, it s a CASKET made of crystal,” 
Creepella said. “Let's take a look!" 

Billy looked at the see-through walls of the 
casket and jumped back. Two huge eyes with 
long EYELASHES were staring at him! 

Creepella wasn’t afraid. She lifted the lid 
of the casket and a pink G^LATWOUS 
monster slithered out. 

” Creepella cried. “It ’syou!” 

Billy was confused. “This is B-Blobbina? I 
thought we were looking for a movie star, 
not a monster! ” 

“She is a CVIOYIS STRR —the most 
NIONSTROIJS star in the Valley, and we’ve 
finally found her!” Creepella exclaimed 
happily. 






kidnapped! 






Billy stepped back from the pink slime on 
the floor, a look of on his face. 

But Creepella thought Blobbina was beautiful. 
She talked to the monster in her own 
language. 

gurgled Blobbina. 

"Sll/ftp?” asked Creepella 
“5ll/p/" answered the monster. 

Billy was ostonisAeJ. “Do you really 
understand her?” he asked. 

“OF COkTRSd” Creepella replied. 




is taught to all the 
children in Gloomcria at a very early age. It’s 
tradition!" 

Blobbina let out a heart-wrenching moan. 
“Oh, poor thing!” Creepcila exclaimed. 
“She told me she was KII7NnPPEI7 by the 
evil Dr. Inkubus." 

“D-Doctor who?” Billy stammered. 

“He is the old CaPetClhei? of Nightmare 
Park," Creepella explained. “It used to be the 
star attraction of Horrorwood Studios. Oh. I 
remember the time I rode the marvelous 

But the park shut down right after that.” 

“I’m not surprised," Billy sniffed. “It really 
seems like a HORRIBLE place!” 




“On the contrary, the horribleness of the 
place was a big draw,” Creepella said. “But 
after a few years, people stopped getting 
scared. So the park was abandoned.” 

Blobbina interrupted her. 

“She said Dr. Inkubus dreams of reopening 
the park,” Creepella translated. 

“And he wants to force Blobbina to be the 
main attraction!” Creepella finished. 

moaned Blobbina. A pink TTAR 
ran down her cheek. 

“Poor thing,” Creepella said. “She belongs 
on the big screen, not fTlMfPl fRl fniSHoHHl lEtlDl 
in an amousement park! We need to get her 
out of here!” 


Ci-eepella quickly dialed Cacklefur Castle 
on her cell phone. 

“Boneham! There’s an iMCRCiMCYr 
she said. “Hurry to NIGHTMARE PARK’S 
entrance. And bring the sidecar. You know, 
the one we use to bring Gorgo to the 
She ended the call and turned to Billy. “We 
have to get out of here! You go first, Blobbina 
will follow vou. and I’ll brine ud the rear.” 



Creepella turned and saw the SKELETAL 
shadow of Dr. Inkubus behind them. 

nn ONTO ovr she cried. 

Blobbina slithered faster and bumped into 
Billy. The two of them rolled down the stairs 
together in a blur of SUWF. Only 

Billy’s head and paws peeked out from the 
gelatinous goo. 




Creepella ran after them. 

“HuMtff " she yelled. 

She gave the ball of slime a big shove, 
sending Blobbina and Billy tumbling out of 
the castle and sUfiing down the path. Dr. 
Inkubus chased them, shouting, “Get 
back here! That monster 1$ 
miiiiiiniiiine!” 

But he didn’t get far. He 

slipped on a BLOB of pink slime and 
ended up flat on his back with his paws 
in the air. 








The strange trio arrived at the park 
entrance to find Boneham on a motorcycle, 
honking the horn loildl^'. Creepella pushed 
the pink monster into the sidecar and jumped 
on the seat. Billy was still stuck inside the 
glob of pink GOO! 

“Step on it! ” Creepella yelled. “To Cacklefur 





The sun was rising over the UCn^^I)N, 
brightening the sky over Mysterious Valley 
when Boneham’s motorcycle stopped in front 
of Cacklefur Castle. He honked the horn 
several times, and the von Cacklefur family 
all came outside. 

"Welcome 

Bitewing cried. He pointed his wings toward 
Blobbina. "What is that i/cit'cl creature?” 

“It’s Blobbina! We found her!" Creepella 
told everyone. “She was kidnapped by Dr. 
Inkubus." 

“How unusual,” said Boris von Cacklefur. 




“Blobbina has a rodent’s whiter? and ; 



“Oh. that’s just silly Billy Squeakspeare,” 
Creepella explained. “Blobbina fell on him 
and he got trapped.” 

"BtPCH!- shrieked Billy, as he set 
himself free from the slimy pink monster. 

Then the moat began to G)QDG)GX]iQ. Two 
surprised love-struck eyes stared out of the 
mud at Blobbina. 

It was Corgo. 

gurgled 
Corgo 
happily 
when 
he saw 
Blobbina. 


‘itM?!- Blobbina answered, batting her 
eyelashes. 

Grandma Crypt sighed loudly and held her 
hands over her heart. 



Boris nodded. “The two of them are made 
for each other. Just look at them!” 

Shivereen ran to Creepella, holding a piece 
of paper. “Auntie, this just arrived! Its 
from Mr. M.” 

Billy took a aaAwxoAa saTZ. “W-well, it’s 
time for me to go,” he said. But a *A’•<>*•(&* 
grabbed him by the sleeve. 

“No, no, my Billy-Willy," said Creepella. 
“You can’t leave now. You have to stay here 
for the rehearsal!" 





itolotionsl# 

Blobbloo .5 J ©orgo b<>v« 

alreody k"”" time\ 1 b''^' 

that soon thcr castle, 

wedding 

please sen PomOjlil^ 















“R-rehearsal?” Billy stammered. 

“Yes, the wedding rehearsal.” Creepella 
said. “You can be Gorgo’s DIST HAn, and I’ll 
be Blobbina’s (Vid'd o? hoHol*!” 

Billy fainte on the spot, but the ring of 
his cell phone quickly woke him up. The 
Rattenbaum triplets had left him a message. 

“Bobby, where are you?" they whined. “We 
got you a part in the movie. You have to 
lower yourself by the thread of a SplJeT ^ 
Wek into the Bottomless Well! Aren’t you 
happy?” 

Billy Pamte again. Meanwhile, Grandpa 
Frankenstein brought a pail filled with old, 
R|iSt«P screws to the moat. 

“Our (50R.f50 seems happy now,” he said. 
“But let’s test just to make sure.” 

He threw the pail of rusty screws into the 
moat. Gorgo gobbled up every last one. He 


ate everything but the handle, which was 
too clean and new for him. He spit it out — 
and it hit Billy right in the face! The poor 
writer, who was just beginning to come to. 
fainte for the third time. 

Gorgo is bettevf ^ ¥ 

Creepella cheered. “It’s a happy ending to a 
scary story — the perfect story to send to 
my friend ! ” 

THE XT'!) 



The Newest 
Sensation in 
Horror! 


After I finished reading Creepellas book. 
Bitewing chuckled. 

“Good story, right? So, did you figure out 
who’s getting the bat asked me. 

"Of course,” I answered. “The two 
of Mysterious Valley: Gorgo 
and Blobbina!” 

“ Exactly! ” the bat snickered. 
“That’s why I brought you 
this tombstone-shaped 
WEDDIM6 invitation. You’re 
invited! Are you ready to go?" 
“Hmm ... a wedding between monsters?” 



I said with a shiver. “Bfrr! My whiskers 
are curling from fright!” 

Bitewing fluttered around my head. “No 
excuses! The trip is already booked. But 
before you go, you have to publish this 
BOOK .. . PKOMTOf In fact, Creepella s 
already working on her next one," 

I couldn’t argue with the bat. It’s clear to 
me that Mysterious Valley is home to a truly 
fabumouse author of SCARY STORTFS • • • 

CREEPELU VON CACRLEFUR! 



If you liked this book, be sure 
to check out my next adventure! 

Oh. not BiHy Squeal($p«are has a bi^ problem, 
and he needs Creepella's help. Someone's been 
digging holes around Sc|ueal(speare Mansion at 
night, and BlHy wants to find out who It Is. The 
dangerous, legendary pirate Morgan Darhwhisker 
Is said to have burled his long-lost treasure near 
Squeakspeare Mansion years ago—could he be 
hunting for his hidden riches? ft's up to Billy and 
CreepeHa to find the treasure first! 




^ McBt 

Ci^EePeLLAVON CaCKLEFUII 


I, ^»ft<yntmo (STt/ityn, have a lot of mouse 
friends, but none as Spooky as my friend * 

CREEPELLA von CACKLEFUR! She is an 10 ‘ 
enchanting and MYST6BIOOS mouse ^ 
with a pet bat named Bitewin^. 
yH^ESf I’m a real ’fraidy mouse, but 
even I think CREEPELLA and her family are 
£iiVj!0!!XliIi'i7 fascinating. I can’t wait for 
you to read all about CREEPELLA in these 
fa-inottfe-ly funny and SpBCtaCUldfly 
^spooky tales! ^ 

^ 


t* 

1 


Gcram'mo Sti/ton ^ \ 
^0(W(UwCwtLifrf^ 



#1 THE THIRTEEN GHOSTS 


#2 MEET ME IN HORRORWOOD 

















I- Oozjn^ meSz 
Z- Drawbridge 
5. ^rand c»»-tra»»£c 
Moldy basement 


IZ- garage ^ror 
aniigvie bearses) 


1^. bewit^bed tower 


1^. harder, of 

carnivorous plants 


5. Patio, with a view 
of bbe moab 


15. Stinky kitchen 


b. Dusty library 


1^. Crocodile pool and 
piranha tank 


7. Room for unwanted 
guests 


® /Wummy room 
7- iVatcbtower 
lO. Creaking staircase 
II- Ban<\uet room 


17. Creepella’s room 


10. Tower of musky 
tarantulas 

17- Bitewings tower 
(with anti<\ue 
Contraptions) 









































The Quest for 

PARADISE: 

THE RETURN TO THE 
KINGDOM OF FAS||p^ 



THE KINGDOM 
OF Fantasy 


The amazing 

VOYAGE: 

THE THIRD ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 0 
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